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The hum of the millions had gradually died away upon
the ear of night, the lamps were beginning to burn dimly
in the deserted streets, when I reached the metropolis. In
passing St. Giles an occasional burst of coarse and savage
glee told that the tenants of this dreary region had not yet
finished their last wassail in their gloomy abodes.

i mattened; the light was soft and delicate,
